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TESTIMONIAL 


his first offering is a basket full of love and survival. Each poem opened me up and 
gave me back the image of how I dipped myself into water. This is what poetry should 
do: show you how you emerged. The poet has not even started, yet, the book lies 
promising. 


-Adedayo Adeyemi Agarau 
Poet, Photographer, Author “For Boys Who Went’ and Curator of @ Wallsofibadan. 


n a society, where emphasis is laid on the admonition of female children, naive boys 
are left to walk the deserts of life without lamps. A scintillating and educative read, 
spiced with invaluable counsel, for every boy that ever dreamt of becoming a 
responsible man. 


-Chuks obi 
Award winning Poet 


n Lost Boys, Silas unveils the gaiety of childhood with exuberant energy using simple 
words. The simplicity in his message and the wits in his voice have embellished this 
work with an artistic sophistication. Dive in! But don't get lost like the boys in the 
forest of frivolities. 


-Samuel Osho 
Writer, poet and columnist. Director of Kreative diadem. 


t is not a return to the pages of dictionary that Bamigbola Silas provokes with this 

carefully worded work. Instead, he guilds us to the recesses of the hearts of men 
where the questions, struggles and yearnings of boyhood still have roots. 

-Laolu Poe Alani 

Poet and writer 


imple and sound. This tapestry is a mosaic of adventures that plunges the readers into 
the realms of the speaker. Loss. Love. Conflict. Dreams. Life-living. 


-Nome, Patrick Emeka 
Artist, and Author of Finding home 


amigboye Silas writes about masculinity, growth, pain, love, redemption and life іп 
very interesting ways. This compilation is very well done. 


Ronke Jide 
A Writer/Poetess 


generations to come.- mysteries define gods. А poet is a legend, and Bamigbola Silas 
18 опе who has proved his worth with this collection of poems. This is artistic 
brilliance at it’s peak! 


r | Чһе more time you spend exploring poetry, the more mysteries you create for the 


-Micheal Ace 
Poet, Writer, and Author. 


ost Boys is a distinct representation of belongingness and concern for intimacy. It is a 
mild voice of affection- poetry at best. 


-Wale Ayinla 
CEO Dwarts Inc, Author of The Other Side of The Other Rooms. 


human he is. Silas displayed with creativity in this offering, the journey of man within 
finding himself, falling in love and lust, the evil of men, and death that closes 
everyone”s chapter. 


Р | Nhe Chapbook, Lost Boys (о me is a chapel boy writing his journey with sincerity as а 


-James Ademuyiwa 
Poet and Crisis Manager. 


FOREWORD 


Of recent, there has been a proliferation of themes associated with "boys". 
From dissent about boys who suffered rape to argument bordering on the neglect of 
the male child, and the discourse regarding whether boys should cry or not; there is an 
ongoing concern about the need to turn attention to the male child, without neglecting 
the female child, of course! There is some element of legitimacy here. There is an 
overtly acceptance that the male child should know better, while the female child 
becomes the attention of society, with such attention overbearing and excessively 
protective. Since the existence of the male child is built on assumption, society is left 
to deal with the consequences of his actions. This laxity on society's part becomes the 
central focus of Silas Bamgbola's experimental incursion in Lost Boys. 


Silas is writing as a "boy" about boys. His focus on the issues affecting young 
men and boys draws life from a dialectical -realist approach. He stretches an argument 
that the foundation established for the male child will determine his individualism as 
he grows up. This notion of determinism seems to dominate his discourse in this 
collection. He opens his collection with "strayed". The short but powerful poem sets 
forth the premise on which this author tends to build his treatise. He is asking for 
leadership, direction, moulding of the young mind in a male body on how living and 
life should be. The absence of the "shepherd" has led to "broken gates" where the 
body of the male child has become a breeding ground for darkness, debris and a 
certain death. 


Silas strikes a strong chord in "lost boys". In this poem, he demonstrates the 
reason why boys are lost. The fathers who should be an example of what manhood is 
are found in the "reek of bottles of beers" and "public holes of slut"! Such punchy, 
caustic portrayal of failed fatherhood is a bold statement on a society that is becoming 
increasingly debauched. However, Silas is not done dissecting the body of the home, 
or is it a house with broken doors and windows? He points his jabs towards the 
mothers whose solution to lost boys has been to genuflect before "acrid priests" the 
very extension of failed fatherhood, only pretending to be representatives of gods - 
gods who are distant from the colossal failure of man's invention. 


The author pushes his argument towards a realist edge, questioning 
determinism. This is a deliberate twist. As a poet of repute, with conscious passion to 
mould his society and seek the ideal amidst a persistent discordance, he advocates for 
breaking the rigid mould into which boys have been cast, and asks boys to "cry" out 
for help! He argues that "men cry too", and it is wisdom, not weakness to do so. And 
such a cry should be directed to something positive: like the need for mentors, the 
crave for knowledge so that the "fecund mind" can grow, for "pillars" like "baami" 
who show the "fearless" boy the part to greatness. 
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Lost Boys is not all about boys finding the right mentoring. The author has 
some other intentions in mind. His choice of thematic conceits bears a broader 
purpose. He satirizes religion and its negative impacts. From excessive puritanism to 
motivation for dehumanization of others in the name of fighting a holy cause, the poet 
derides this devastation on the boy in "in his eyes", "theirs is a madness", and "of 
wars", where the issue of male children who become bombs and guns, damning 
generations to come is explored. Romantic feelings boys often experience, and 
explore when in "lust" receive attention in this collection. Would not this collection be 
incomplete if such real stuffs are not mentioned? And there is the guilt that comes 
with lust when the cold stare of moralism forces one to cry out for redemption. 


Silas has demonstrated an understanding of boyhood, with its contradictions, 
contractions, contraptions and considerations. His simple but profound language, 
realist and deliberate adds beauty to the poems. He has succeeded in tasking the 
society on the need to wake up to its responsibility in ensuring that the male child does 
not get lost in the whirlwind of nothingness. Lost Boys provides a vista into the 
struggles, aspirations, and needs of boys. These needs are not just of boys, they are the 
needs of society. If society wishes to remain intact, then the needs of the male child 
must be met. 


Thank you. 


Funso Oris 
Poet, Anthologist, and Co-Author of State of the State: Sordid Beatifications 
Chicago, USA. 
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Like a sheep without a shepherd 
He has strayed, 

Making physicists 

Have a perfect example 


To define scalar quantity. 
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STRAYED 


BROKEN GATE 


Whenever I rove through the cities in my body, 
I try to find home. 

But deep, deep inside me 

Is a formless and disordered estate 

Of gloom and utter darkness 

Where its light is like darkness 

And where home has been lost amid a myriad of houses 
Left in shambles. 

My body is no longer what t’was 

It has become a little house 

Of broken gates 


Where rubbish sneaks in. 


12 


LOST BOYS 


For the lost boys 

Who have lost themselves 
In the thicketed forest; 
Among bushes, 

Shrubs, brushes 

And big trees 

Amidst wild animals 


I whimper. 


I know you are under the shadows of your fathers, 
Public sots who reek of bottles of beers 


And run after public holes of slut. 


I know you are under the shadows of your friends; 
Friends who have no ken of who they are, 

Friends who lead you lurchingly into ditches 

All because you are in a shell 


Looking for stones to hatch you. 


Your mothers have become religionists; 
Mats, which acrid priests gracefully matched on 
All because temples have become their homes 


Where they offer prayers to gods. 
I pray you rouse from your deep sleep 


And find home in a wide expanse 


Where niches do not overlap. 
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TOUSLED SOUL 


Stack by stack 

Life placed its troubles upon your head, 
You became the nail 

While those worries became hammers 


Driving you deep into brooding and gloomy worlds. 


A thawing and breaching soul 
You've got, 

Y our belief; Men don't cry. 

So you shuttered and bottled up 


To the brim wells of taunting trouble you feel within. 


Only if you understood this wisdom; 
Men cry too, 

Wells of waters streak down their cheeks 
And they pour out their souls 

Without stanching them 


Friend, whenever you are stuck 
In a dirty muddy mayhem 
Call out! 


Hands shall reach out. 
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GRAY LOVE 


He was the shadowy shallow man 
Who acted like a fastidious, prude puritan 
Putting every man on a slate, 


Sternly slating soiled sinners. 


He seemed to have the book of life in his hands 
And with pencil and eraser 

He spelt the wrath of wretched sinners 

"You! You did this and this and that 


You will rot in seething Sulphur" 


As He juried us, 

He forgot he was also black and not white; 
Now, we have spelt “Love” backward front 
And it looks like ‘Hate.’ 


He has made us misunderstand God. 


Grace is not actually what they have painted it to be: 
Grace 15 spelt love 

Grace appeared to all men 

And loves white and black as well. 


Wouldn't I call Grace gray? 


So I told gray love 

"I'm a fetid filth 

Whose life is tousled apart." 
"I know," HE said, 


"Here’s red" 
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НЕ wiped my slate clean 


Now, black has become white. 
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FOR THE BOYS: We also need mentors. 


We were boys bearing our fathers' names, 
Looking for how to create names for ourselves. 
We knew not the way through this ancient terrain; 
We wandered off 

And drifted away 

Getting lost at night under bridges. 


Antique boys who have become men 
Were cruel enough not 

To delineate maps for us, that we may use 
Through this rollercoaster ride. 

Yesterday І asked a supposed 'sage' 

How he did it? 

He babbled 

And shrugged me off. 


We are still driving through this tumultuous route 
Who will lead us? 

Who will tell us the stories of 

"When men were boys' 

I wish our elderly male 

Will become a light 

And carry us on their wings 


And tell us tales of how they survived. 
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ВЕАСОМ 


On the shore, 

An open sea, 

Myriad of ships, 

Horde of sailors 

With years of experience 


Ferrying throngs through uncharted routes. 


Open swath Sea, 

Whirlwinds unrestrained 

As zephyr turns into hurricanes 
While a violent raging storm 


Like seething fumes shakes buoying ships. 


Beacons set ashore 

Here, "Danger! Danger!! Danger!!!" 
Sand bars, ісе dam 

"Bleep! Bleep!! Bleep!!!" 

Warning, warning! 

Guide: to the east! To east!! 


Save, safe. 


But instructions break the ego 
Of grey haired sailors. 
"Beacons are aged men who have lived their lives. 


Let's live ours too and kiss the fresh air of the open sea." 


The wind raged violently now 
They gave way to it 


"Lead us to anywhere you want to go" 
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They forgot hurricanes аге not affable as zephyrs. 
Now aground on the sand-bars 

Others battered the ice dam. 

Shipwreck! Shipwreck!! 

Lost! Lost!! Lost!! 
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BEHOLDER'S OUTPOUR. 


Each day we see, 
I avoid your eyes 


Taming them not to look upon you— 


Upon a goddess whose 
Eyes are charms that render 
Amulets impotent; 

A tinder that fires a passion 
I'm scared to pursue, 


A whack that awakens love from its gentle sleep. 


Upon a goddess whose 

Shape of nose is 

An artistry design well sculptured 
With great deftness and dexterity. 
And her teeth as white as snow. 
Her coming as bright as a sun 


As fair as the moon. 


Oh! 
Your heart; swaddling clothes 
That inundate your allies with love. 


And like a glowing incandescent lamp. 


What if you wear a veil each day we meet? 
Will your dove eyes be veiled? 
Maybe it will save a young man 


From pursuing a course he may not complete. 
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For I'm a novice 
My heart is still a pristine one 
Which knows nothing about 


This you want to get me into. 
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PRICELESS RUBY 


I asked Arike, 

"Who are you?" 

She said, 

"Im a map 

Leading you into places 

The universe has intended you to be 

And also to show our kids the right route in life" 
Then, I knew 

I did not make a mistake in making her 

My priceless ruby. 
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ROMANCE 


Our brother has fallen out of love again, 
What shall we do? 

Here is he, broken, 

Sulking and trying to find solace 


From we his homies. 


“Brother don’t be catholic than the pope, 
Have you forgotten that 

Our sisters are not sexless angels. 

When it comes to romance 

Mr. Cupid is more respected 


Than God.” 
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LUST 


God, hear this out, 

My humanity I bring to you today 

So, listen up-- 

A day before yesterday 

I saw an endowed lady with big bosom and butt; 

My heart flustered at the sight, 

Skipped, missed two beats and postponed another beat. 


Yesterday, I was alone 

And my mind drew images 

With black ink on the parchment of my heart; 

Of scenes queer artists draw 

Like of unclad women 

Lying on beds covered with colored linens from Egypt 


And perfumed with myrrh, aloes and cinnamon. 


So yesternight I dreamt; 
I dreamt of water and girls. 
And today, I'm so deep in some reverie, 


Of which I need a rap or a whack to rouse. 


God, I have heard of ‘honey pots' from friends 
And I have sniffed their stories 
And the smell seems tempting 


And my tongue is desirous to taste them. 


God wouldn't you help this slipping boy 
And help his desirous flesh? 


These hazy brown eyes you gave to me need cleansing, 
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Гхуоша appreciate you kindly do that today. 
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THE DIRGE ОЕ THE BEREAVED. 


I saw how life was drained out of you 
And the flavor of your sinew sucked out 
By a fiendish behemoth called death. 
How the mighty has fallen 

And a back bone broken. 


For the memories we shared; 
The smile we divvy 

The times several nights seemed 
So longer than expected. 

The fears: 

How we held our hands 

While we cringed and cowered 


In dark darkness 


All now gone, gone, and gone. 


I wish to tell you many things; 
All those nights we stared 
At ourselves without words to say 
Like men whose tongues have been 
Bond with fetters, 
I wish we could open them 
And at least stutter words like 

"I love 

You" 

And share our dreams and aspirations together and 
Tell ourselves how our 


Prayers and hard work will later 
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Turn to wealth. 
For the memories we shared 


Now gone, wafting into space. 
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THEIRS' IS А MADNESS 


2:37am, on a cold Friday morning 

He waded out of his mother: 

Men and women and children rejoiced 

In a merrymaking gaiety; 

Young women swirled their waists as they reeled 
And young men beat the drums 

While some others filled their bellies 


With wine to stupor. 


On the day he was born, 

His fate was decided, 

"You! Here is your god." 
Blank tabula rasa 

Smeared with black ink; 

Stain on swath parchment. 

He was injected with delirium 
Now infected with madness, 


Hatred, his daily pill. 


Psychosis catastrophic disorder, 
A psychopath whose mind 

Has been manacled and contorted. 
Blood is his choice wine, 

Flesh is his meat, 


Swords, riffles, mines, explosives his toys. 


I heard a wailing grief and anguish 
From women and strong men: 


As they wept over their loved ones; 
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Those gone, gone, gone. 

There's a madness called religion 

It has seized him again 

And he has detonated his toys again 
But this time, 


He too, gone! gone!! gone!!! 
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As I drifted through the road, 


І saw a young lad amid the throng 


As they swarm through the streets. 


Through the lens in his eyes 

I saw a little boy 

Who is tired of being entangled 
With a religion that 

Sold his soul to the devil. 


In his eyes, 

I saw a little boy with hatred, 
Hatred for: 

Those clerics who used blood as 


Ink to write on his tabula rasa, 


IN HIS EYES. 


Now turning his white pristine mind black. 


In his eyes, I saw a little boy 
Crying, yelling, wailing 

In silence looking for freedom; 
Freedom from smearing his 
White Jalamia with blood 

All because of a religion, 
Freedom from the fetters 

That chained his mind, 


Freedom to practice love. 
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OF WAR 


I want to run 

Far, far from this raging war 

That opens its mouth day and night, 
Gulping the lives of men; 


Especially of boys like me. 


My dream was to become a doctor 

Where I will give lives to souls 

But here I am, a fourteen-year-old soldier 

Stifling the souls of men and of women and of children 


With guns and bombs and mines. 


This riffle on my shoulder 

Is a bag of loads hefted on an ant 

Of which I wish to dislodge; 

I hope that day will come 

And wouldn't meet me in netherworld. 
Maybe my wish is a reverie 


But time will tell. 
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FEARLESS 


I'm that little boy 

Who knows what he wants 

But scared to have them, 

Maybe it's because I'm trying to 

Fit into shoes bigger than mine. 

But dad once told me 

"A tender heart will do you no good, 
Only rugged and audacious men 
Turn the world down-side-up 


And stand on Mountains higher than them." 
Now I'm learning how to be audacious, 


And rugged like my dad's former 


Peugeot five-o-four. 
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PEGS IN THE RIGHT HOLES. 


I don't want to hustle 

And rap empty air 

In dark darkness. 

Papa once told me, 

"Purpose lifts you 

And makes you soar like eagles 


When other birds fly" 
Now, I put the right pegs 


In their right holes 
And that's fine by me. 
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As we grope for pillars 
In this uncharted world, 


May they come like eagles 


On whose wings we shall soar. 


Amen! 
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PILLARS 


FECUND MIND 


If you want to set 
The soles of your feet 
On lands and to realms you have never been, 


Caress, smooch and romance books 


The mind is a wide bare fecund land, 
Where needful trees must be rooted in 
And if left to fallow 

Weeds find their abodes on it. 


Like whetstones to swords 

Sharpen and hone your mind with books 
And in years to come 

With it you rip the flesh of enemies 


And heal the souls of men. 


35 


ВААМІ 
for father 


The lion that prowls through great expanse 
And its lioness and curbs to you they bow. 
How golden is your love to them, 

Though it looks bland and emotionless 

To those who fail to see. 

But deep, deep within is a seething love 


That fusses day and night as you inhale and exhale. 


How you go out of the hedges 
Deep into the open forest 
Exposing yourself to fiery darts 
Only to secure safety for your own 


That also; is out of this world. 


The world may underrate you 

But I rate you and overrate you; 

If it's a crime, let the whole world put chains on me 
Yet you would not still allow that 

Because you will roar and 


Spill out love to cover me. 


Baami I celebrate you! 
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THE BROKEN VEIN THAT BROKE THE VEIL. 


Like simmering that brews up 


So is this love story; listen up— 


A built world, 

Crumbled world it became, 

Sin caused it 

Hearts were broken: 

Hearts of God and of men and how they lost their positions. 
Other Men rose up as saviors 

But none to clothe the bare bones of humanity. 

A god appeared, he was served 


Yet that didn't add up. 


Another man came 

With a burning, red, hot love in his heart 
But the world hissed. 

Flesh became his tent and blood his air 
Pain and throes he could feel 


While he walked through the terrain He made. 


He was stabbed by a fiery kiss 
Arraigned, mocked, struck and beaten 
Enduring the pains that gnawed 


Just for the love of men, he gave himself. 


Here was Golgotha, 
Darkest darkness at noon 
As he was hung on a pole with world's loads on. 


Bearing the sins of men, 
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Eloi forsook him. 


A forlorn savior. 


Broken! 

Breathing deeply and briskly with rankling soul 
Heart dwindling, veins broken 

Fiend death came, 

The drape which was a veil was torn, 


Breaking the long term chasm between God and men. 


He became an abolitionist 

With blood and water that gushed out from him, 
Like cascading waters from antique rocks 

He cancelled all written codes 

And proclaimed an emancipation 


As he rose, to those who believe. 


Alas! 


The broken vein has broken the veil. 


38 


BUILDING CASTLES 


When I'm close to chill Jordan, 
Old and grey and feeble, 

Prepared to cross beyond the rivers 
And ready to kiss the sky; 


May nations mirth. 


May the sands retain my vestige. 

Rocks, my engraftment. 

Memories, never forgetting my name. 

Neighbors and friends, never forgetting my smile. 


And memorials raised for me. 


When all is well and done, 

Giving God the glory and purpose fulfilled; 
May I be a leechlike paint 

On the parchment of people’s hearts, 


And having a castle in the hearts of men. 
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Do you have any comment, review, feedback on this collection of poems or а word of 
encouragement or advice for the writer, Bamigbola Silas? 


Click here 
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